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But men fight for their lives to the last inch, and we had to begin
at once to prepare either for that journey or for a much longer stay
on the ice than any of us had contemplated. To that end, Amundsen,
as commander, put us on a ration of one-half pound of food per
man per day, which was something less than half the ration Peary
fed his dogs on his dash to the Pole over this same ice.
Furthermore, the commander ordered, until June 15 we would
make supreme efforts to put N 25 into the air. There were three
possibilities. The long-hoped-for lead might open, and that would
solve everything. We might find smooth ice or frozen snow of
sufficient extent to allow the ship to take off. Or we might clear
a run-way for the takeoff. The last seemed by far the likeliest
eventuality, but with our poor implements it also seemed a super-
human task.
On June 15 that order would come to an end, and every man of
the expedition would become his own master, electing which he
would do—stay with the ship or start for Greenland. As for
Amundsen himself, he preferred to remain on the ice. He had faith
in the Arctic's seasonal behaviour. Sooner or later the wind would
come to the north and the leads would open. He asked the rest of
us to vote. What was my choice?
As Amundsen spoke, the poet Swinburne's line came to me:
Where Faith abides, though Hope be put to -flight.
Reason and common sense had all but driven hope away, but
faith remained. As I looked at my comrades, strong, cool-headed
men, I could not believe that we would be defeated. I knew that we
would win through, and I think we all shared this blind faith—or
all but one of us.
A change had been coming over Feucht, our German engine
mechanic. He had fallen into a mood of black despondency and
presented the very picture of defeatism. In justice to Feucht, I
must state that he came on the expedition at a moment's notice,
with no knowledge of the conditions he must confront. Riiser-
Larsen had engaged another mechanic, but at the eleventh hour the
Dornier-Wal company sent Feucht, because of his great skill with
engines—a skill which he proved in the Far North.
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